
IN THE 
HOME 
OF MAGNQ 
ANP PAVEy, 
MOONLIGHT 
FLOODS A 
SCENE OF 
PEACE AND 
TRANQUILITY. 



MAGNO 
WHAT PIP 
J DO? 
DON' 
REMEMBER 




WHAT 

i WAS „ 





AND FLEES FOR SAFETy.' 



MEANWHILE.iN HIS 
SUBTE&RANEA/V 
HIOEOUT— THe 




NOW.'A mixture 
OF THE CHEMICALS 
ANP A GAS 15 
FORMED/ 




ROCX-HARD FISTJ DRIVE INTO 
AfAGNO'S BODY. ..BUT EVEN MAGNQ 
CAHNQT STAND SUCH INHUMAN 
PUNISHMENT FOREVER h /I A 

W> 5TARTMG TO PL/.r;---) h'Pl ■ .'£ 

OUT'QOT TO KSP ^S KILL" 





WW ITS JU5T A5 1 
W^K WELL.' L6N0 ME 
HI A HAND WITH 
|^&; YOUR MAGNAT15M.' 


1 


38^ 


P^^ir'"". y\ 




Fks 








&r^r~~^Bu 




w M 



THERE HE K 
OFF1CER5-THE "^ THE 
MA5TER CRIMINAL) CLOWN.' 
OF ALL TIM\E> 





THERE ISN'r A BOAT 
MADE POWERFUL 
ENOUGH TO AAOVE 
AGAINST THAT 
CURRENT- DO yOU 
TH V-T VCU.CA!i'..DQjT 







"50!THE MIGHT/ CAPTAIN V 
COURAGEOUS 15 A-ly / 

PRISONER/) SHALL HAVE S 
WONDERFUL 5FDRT/TME 
E/APEROR WILL PERSONALLY 

HANG VOL) ON THE . 

PALACE GALLOWS/ J 




I CAN USE A GUIDE TO TAKE f 
THE BURMESE.' AMP 
yOU'RE ELECTED/ ONE 
5QUND.AND YOU'LL 
NEVER LIVE TO 
COMMIT HARAKIRI 





REMEMBER.'IF JOU'RE TAKING ME 
TOWARD THE JAP LINES I'LL SEE THAT 
yOU REMAIN ALIVE —TO FALL INTO THE , 
HANPS OF CAPTAIN' NIPPO.' W T/T- y 




A FEW HOURS LATE/? .CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS. 
WEAK" AND EXHAUSTED, MAKES H/S WAY 
THROUGH STRANGE COUNTRY ON THE - 
HEELS OFH/S JAPANESE CU/PE 



THEN WATCH YOUR 
STEP/IF YOU'RE 
GOOP I'LL SEE THAT 
VOU ARE TAKEN 
PRI50NER BY THi 
AMERICANS/ 




if OH,THAT BE \ 
/ I COOP/THEN I 
p)HAVE PLENTY , 
flf GOOP FOODAN0) 
! ;\ CIGARETTES// 




STOP! YOU MAKE TERRIBLE 
MI5TAKE/THI5 15 CAPTAIN 
COURAGEOUS/HE BRING U5 
5UPPLIG5 FROM GEAERAL 
UNCLE JOE ' 




NEXT DAY CAPTAIN 
GOUGAGE0L/5 PUTS A 
PLAN INTO ACTION ,' 



TAKE THE AMERICAN PIS TO 
I THE COMMAHPANT.'HE WILL. 
BE PLEA5EP WITH 
HIS CATCH.' 




ALL THROUGH THE N/GHT THE yBHS&ABLE 

&£/jp*eES£ prisoner s/rj arovb ths 
SEMt-CO/VSCfOl/S FORM OF CAPTAIN 

COURAGEOUS - ■ 




&V>^ 




TOWFtoUR TRAITOR.'WHEN MlPPO 
P13COVBHW THE WHIP WOULDN'T 
MAKB A4ff TALK HE PUTME IN THE 
CELL LVm HIM.'HE THOUGHT RAIN 
WOULP /WAKE ME PEL I RIOU5 ANQ 
WHAT COULDN'T SE FORCED FROM 
WE I WOULD TELL TOTHE CELLMATE 
WHO 0EFRIENCED ME ' 




I Fpom out of the i 

, I PAGE 5 OF HISTORY 7 
■/ RIDE THE LEGIONS ( 
0} OF ATTILA, THE 
f \ HUN, FREED FROAA { 
j A GRAVE CENTURIES) 
j OLD.' FOR THEY j 
) WERE ACCURSED ) 
W&L I INTO ETERNAL \ 
. _■£ ) DARKNESS. UNTIL / 
W* fp 7 SUCH A DAY WHEN \ 
m GREATER EVIL. ] 

g THAN ATTILAS.WAS 
TO SWEEP OVER j 
ALL EUROPE 



%k^4 




AND THE SMELL OF WHAT WAS ONCE 
TME TOWN OF SPiTlLIO 15 FREED 
FRDAA THE BARBARIC RULE OF THE NAZIS 




WHENEVER 
FREE 
PEOPLES 
FACE THEIR 
DARKE5T 
HOUR THE. 
UNKNOWN 
SOLDIER 
APPEARS- 
MOW HE 15 
FLASHING 
THROUGH 
THE SKY 
TO THE 
TORTURED 
TOWN OF 
5PIT1LIO 




/"THESE ARE THE DREAD LEGIONS OF ATTiLA , 
\£ SCOURGE OF ALL EUROPE .' 8UT HE 015 APPEARED 
IN THE HIS CENTURY-- HOW DOES HE ^ 
SPWfNiG BACK WOW IN THE 20 T J 
CENTURY. LETS .TURN' BACK 

H£ PAGE5 OF" Ti/AE— ^&g0& ^^' / 0i 



$ 




I BRING DOWN UPON 
yOUR HEAD, ATTILA. A, 
CURSE/ /OU AND YOUR 
HUMS 5HALL BE 5WAL- 
LOWED UP By THE EARTH 
UNTIL A GREATER EVIL 
THAN ATTILA'S SHALL 
COAAE TO SCOURGE 

AN UNHAPPY WORLD.' 



BUT THIS EVIL 5HALL 
SE CONQUERED SYA 
FORCE OF GOOD.' 
AND NOT UNTIL 
THEN SHALL ATTILA 
BE FREED.' 



you shall \ / wofno.' 

RETURN TO }/ YOU 
AAEET YOUrJ IFRIGHTEN 
FATE AX >\AAE„ SO 

THE HAND5 OF f SHALL 
TH15GREATE5T j LET YOU 
OF ALL GOOD. 





AAEANWHILE THE 
UNKNOWN SOLDIER 
HEAR5 THE BATTLE 
iggLOW.... 



LOOKS 
LIKE 
YOU'RE > 



( PLENTY.' UNLE55 THE5E 




ATTILA 15 VERY 
MUCH ALIVE— WHICH ' 
(5 MORE THAN THI5 J 
GIRL WILL BE A 
IF YOU 
DON'T 
SURRENDER' 





MORE 
[ THRILLS 
WITH 
a THE 



R 

hN THe 

vnoarra 



Hell Riders of the Brazos 






IT WAS the bleak morning of December 7, 1888. 
The stage was set on the Brazos River at 
Graham, in Young County. Texas. But neither 
Sheriff Marion D. Wallace nor Tom Collier, his 
deputy, knew what bloody drama was .quickening 
to a climax as they rode up to the home of the 
jive Marlow brother;, armed with a capias for the 
arrest of Boone Marlow on the charge of murder- 
ing James Holdson. 

Sheriff Wallace dismounted at the chimney end 
of the cabin where there were no windows or 
doors and tied his horse. .Collier swung up along- 
side the building, and peered in at the window. 
The brothers sat at dinner. 

Boone saw the deputy's eyes fall upon him, and 
his thin lips drew as tight as a taut lasso across 
his lean face. He tried hard not to show it. but he 
knew why the law was there. 

He said huskily. "Fall down and 
Tom. You boys eat yet?" 

The deputy swung down. "But I reckon we won't 
eat," he replied as his tall frame filled the doorway. 
By this- time Sheriff Wallace had reached his 
back. Together they moved into the room. 

Boone backed into one corner with his rifle, 
every muscle in his body dangerously quiet. 

"We came to- get you, Boone," said the sheriff 
calmly. "For murder'" 

Boone's rifle cracked. The bullet gashed Tom 
Collier's temple and whipped up through the brim 
of his hat. A second slug caught Wallace just 
above the right hip and drilled through his body. 
He rocked backward through the door and col- 
lapsed on the porch. Startled, Collier sprang to 
shelter at the corner of the house. 

Boone levered a third slug into his rifle barrel. 
•Til get that son, too!" he snarled, and headed fo<- 
the door. But his brothers seized him and wrenched 
the gun from his grip. They notified Collier to 
throw away his gun and come take care of Wallace. 
Collier complied. He helped them carry the 
sheriff inside th e house, then rode for a doctor 
But before the doc arrived. Wallace was dead- 
Boone Marlow, heavily armed with rifle and revol- 
vers, had slapped a saddle on his bronc and disap- 
peared. One of the bloodiest little range t'euds in 
Texas history was on. 

■ As in many of the early wars this one also had 
its beginning with a dispute between the large and 
small cattle owners. The Marlowa claimed to be 
small cattlemen. The other side called them outlaws 
and thieves. They had been frequently charged 
With rustling stock nut only in Texas but in Colo- 
rado, and diSRosicg of it in the Indian Territory, 



By Cliff Howe 



then a havi 



foi 



. But 



convictions had been apparently impossible be- 
cause at the lack of specific evidence in each case 
The big cattlemen sw t that this wa< the reason 
rustlers were becoming si 
ting men like the Mario v 
plain invitation to others. In an attempt to make 



r.d !,uL-!e 



an example of the brothers as a warning to the 
rest, James Holdson had been shot and killed. 

The wanton slaying of Sheriff Wallace was the 
spark which touched off the pent-up indignation 
of all their enemies. Alf, George. Charley and Epp 
Marlow were arrested as accessories to the crime, 
and every nook and cranny in the country was 
scoured for Boone. A price of. $1700 was tacked 
on his. head. 

In adjoining Jaek County, Sheriff Moore and 
Constable Eugene Logan picked up Boone's ex- 
hausted mount, but the killer had made good hi* 

T^AILURE to capture him placed his brothers In 
A no uncertain plight. Locked up in the steel 
cage of the Young County jail, helpless to escape, 
they soon realized thai their rancher enemies did 
not intend to see them go out free men again. 
Collier, now acting sheriff, ordered a heavy guard 
kept. 

In the black hour before daybreak, the morning 
of January 17, 1889, the attack on the jail broks. 
Constable Logan and Dick Cook, John Leavels, 
the jailer, and Deputy Sam Waggoner were taken 
prisoners; Leavels was forced to open the jail. 

In the meantime Epp Marlow tore loose a water 
pipe and handed it to Alf, biggest and toughest 
of the quartet. When the masked mob jammed 
the door to the short narrow passageway, they 
found the brothers patiently waiting. 

Alf braced his big feet wide apart, caressing the 
heavy pipe in his hand with almost tender care. 
His brothers crowded up on either side, their fists 
balled in hard knots. 

During all these minutes no one in either group 
said anything. Apparently none wanted to. Then 
Charley Marlow spoke: 

'The whole lot of you can't come in at once, and 
a few of you will never take us alive," he said 
grimly. "You might shoot us, but that would 
arouse the whole town. It's my hunch you don't 
want them to know about this." 

With an angry curse one of the leaders plunged 
forward. But Charley connected a left solidly to 
his button. The man's head flopped back against 
the stone wall. Bleeding profusely, he slumped 
on the floor and lay there groaning until another 
member of the crowd ventured forward and ear- 

The men in the mob were as tough as the 
Marlows. They were ten to one. and the Marlowa 
were unarmed. But they heeded the truth in 
Charley Mariow's words. They took stock of the 
grim sample of what he meant. They blustered 
and argued for several minutes. When at last they 
departed, it was with a sudden loss of appetite. 

But they 'were not through, and the brother* 
knew it, A wire was sent to United States Marsha! 
Cabell at Dallas, informing him of the attempted 
lynching. Cabell immediately ordered his deputy,. 



Ed Johnson, to. remove the prisoners to Weather- 
ford for safe keeping. 

Johnson was a large, raw-boned individual with 
square jaws and hard eves. A vear before he had 
lost one hand in a shooting scrape. It had been 
rumored that he had been paid In proirrt [he in- 
terest of ihe big cattlemen in running down the 
alleged thievery in this Section, The MarloWfi be- 
lieved this rumor had been circulated by his ene- 
mies until they saw the men he selected to assist 
him on the journey. Some of them had been among 
the mob that had attempted to lynch them less 
than two nights before! 

The Marlows protested. They were taken to a 
blacksmith shop and shackled two together. George 
and Epp made one couple, Charley and Alf the 

The prisoners were put In a hack. A man named 
George Martin was the driver. Johnson and the 
guards brought up the rear in another hack and 
a buggy. In the night, the cavalcade maved silently 
out of Graham. But there was one man who lurked 
in the darkness and saw. When they had gone, 
he mounted his horse and spurred away into the 
shadows, riding fast. 

The procession gradually crawled toward Dry 
Creek. Beyond, the road cut through a heavy 
stretch of mesquite. The teams and rigs splashed 
and rattled through the shallow stream, and the 
tenseness of the prisoners grew. As they started 
up the opposite bank, someone in the buggy called 
loudly up to them, "Any you boys want a drink?" 

Simultaneously George Martin slid out of the 
driver's seat. Then he broke and ran. Dark shad- 
ows rose from the brush to the right of the trail, 
and a dozen guns turned the darkness into a 
led hell. 

Charley and Alf toppled over the side of the 
hack. They hit the road together, sprinting straight 
toward the buggy load of guards. Alf snapped a 
rifie from one of the men before he could un- 
limber it. Charley ;erked away Johnson's revolver 
jusi as the six cleared leather. 

At the same time George and Epp rushed the 
men in the third rig. George gripped a leg and 
twisted one guard out on the ground. Epp clubbed 
him with a heavy fisi and snatched his guns. 

All of them armed now, the brothers opened up 
and fired. Drilled through his one good hand, 
Johnson was out of the fight as it started. Some- 
one blasted quick shots from the mesquite. Alf 
dropped with a bullet through his brain. Epp died, 
riddled with rifle lead. 

Leveled across ihe rough boarcs of the hack, 
the guns of Charley and George Mar low took their 
toll. Bruce Wheeler was the first "bushwhacker 
killed. Constable Logan slithered away into tin- 
brush with a slug through his leg Sain Creswell 
died with his face rooting in the dust. 



Then a load of buckshot struck Charley in the 
breast. George Marlow's gun hammered out an- 
other chunk of lead, and Frank Harmison. a mem- 
ber of the mob that night at the jail, went down 
with a bullet between his eves. The surviving 
bushwhackers and guards fieri for their lives. 

CHARLEY HARLOW'S wound was serious; 
George was bleeding badly. Rolh were chained 
to their dead brothers, unable to escape with such 
bulks hanging to their feet. What they had to do 
; gruesome. With pocket knives they disjointed 



the dead r 



Jdes i 



id freed themselvi 



George scooped up all the armsTi 
he could find while Charley dragged himself into 
one of the abandoned rigs. They drove to Finis, 
had a blacksmith cut the chains from their legs, 
then drove to their cabin and sent for a doctor. 

Dr. Price hurried out. With him rode Sheriff 
Tom Collier and a huge posse. But the intrepid 
brothers had barricaded the house for "battle. They 
allowed Dr. Price to enter. When he had attended 
their wounds, they sent him to inform Collier that 
they would surrender only to Marshal Cabell: that 
they had plenty of arms and ammunition, and did 
not intend to be taken alive- 
Collier barked swift orders to attack. But the 
posse fell back. It was the opinion of the majority 
that enough blood had been shed by both sides 
of the feud-crazed factions. After considerable 
bickering among themselves, Collier agreed to the 
brothers' proposal. Two days later Cabell's deputy 
arrived. The two were removed to Dallas, placed 
under guard, and recovered slowly from their 

A week afterwards three men drove up to the 
sheriff's office in a wagon and called Tom Collier 
outside. In the back of the rig they carried the 
body of Boone Marlow. He had been shot to 
death on Hell Creek, up in the Comanche Nation, 
while resisting arrest. 

Although Boone had justly paid for the murder 
of Sheriff Wallace, the West's code of fair play as 
to his brothers had been outraged. Public opinion 
turned at last against the ruthless tactics of the 
cattle combine. Law-abiding citizens came out 
openly and demanded that these law breakers 
also be brought .to reckoning. 

Straightway the Federal government delved into 
the details of the attack at Dry Creek. Most of the 
survivors were indicted by a grand jury at Dallas. 
Some were charged with obstructing a deputy 
United States marshal. Others with murder and 
conspiracy. 

Years dragged by. So did the cases against those 
indicted. Three were finally convicted, but none 
ever served any time. George and Charley Marlow 
were once again tried for rustling, but finally the 
charges were dismissed. 
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WE'RE PRACTICALLY REAPy FOR RE- "" 
TIREMENT5INCE WE'VE SUCCE55FULU 
ROUNDcP Up ALL THE 6IGTIA1E CRIM- 
INALS. THERE 5 NOTHING LEFT FOR 
U5 TO WORK ON BUT THE 
PETTY LARCENI5TS/ 





LIGHTNING , 

LIGHTNING 

CiRLlCURSE 

THEM! 

THEY'VE 

GOTTEN 

HERE 

3EFORE 




HA/HA/HAIIF EVERVONE COULP 
SEE HOW FOOLISH ACAPTUREP 
/VUJRPERE55 CAN LOOK THERE 
WOULD SEA LOT LESS 
CRIMINALS IN TH15 WORLP. 




AND THERE WILL BE 
A LOT LeSS CRIMINALS 
IN THE WORLP IF YOU 
PUT EVERY CENT YOU 
CAN SPARE INTO.— 



WAR STAMPS 
|AM? BONDS 



itrSHAME 




